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HeckonbKo coobparkeHuin 0 NnepeBoae PyCCKMX CTUXOB

C TOYKM 3pEHMA He YMTAIOLLMX MO-PYCCKN, HaLla
nMTepaTtypa NnpeacTaBaAseTca HEKMM 3a4apPOBaHHbIM BOLLIEOHbIM
ropoAOM 3a BbICOKOW CTeHOM (HeuTo Bpoae Kpemnsa), raoe 4to-To
TBOPMUTCA, MPOUCXOANT, HO HUKTO HE 3HAET TOYHO — YTO MMEHHO.
Tyna eayT KapaBaHbl, TENEMN, TPYKEHHbIE BCAKMM A0OPOM U
PACTBOPAIOTCA B 3TOM 3aK0/110BaHHOM NPOCTPAHCTBE, B YEPHOM
Ablpe. 1encTBUTENbHO, PYyCCKaa MTepaTypa UCMbiTasa OrpoMHoe
B/IMAHME EBPONENCKON 1, B ABaALLATOM BEKE, aMEPMKAHCKON
cnoBecHocTh. OHa poXKaanach, Pe30HUPYSA OT HUX, HO He
nprobpena oTBETHOro pe3oHaHca B AyXOBHOM 13HM 3anaaa,
ocTaBanch cyrybo a3otepuyeckmm npocTtpaHcTBom. Cama »Ke oHa
ABMNACb MUPY (M B YEM-TO M3MEHM/A €r0) TONIbKO ABaXKAdbl — B
nnue [loctoeBckoro 1 Toncrtoro.

Bce ocTasbHble BE/IMKNE N KPaHe CBOeobpa3Hble
nucaTenn 3emam PyCCKOM Tak U OCTa/IMCb HEBEAOMbI CpeaHeEMY
3anagHoOMy nucaTeto n ymtaTento. [oronb, /leckos, MNaaToHOB —
06beKT BecnNoaHbIX My4eHU NepeBoAYMKOB. TO/IbKO 3HAIOLLNMA
PYCCKMI A3bIK B COBEPLLEHCTBE NMOHMMAET, KaKMe COKPOBULLA YMa
W TanaHTa, camum no cebe cocTasAoLLME LLESbl OFPOMHbIN U
HEMNOBTOPMMbI MUP, OCTAKOTCA COKPbITbIMM A/19 MHOCTPAHLLEB.
Elwie B 60/blUEN CTENEHN 3TO OTHOCUTCA K PYCCKOM MO33UM.

BapaTbiHCKM, TioTYeB, Aa W [YLKNH, B BBICOKOM CTEMNEHM,
He OLeHeHbl U He MOryT BbITb OLleHeHbl, bonee Toro, BHe Poccum
OHU — HEU3BECTHbl. BEAMKMX NO3TOB ABaALATOrO BEKa Ha 3anaje
3HAOT YaCTO TONbKO 61arodapa Tparmyecknm obCcToATENbCTBAM
NX }KU3HW — KaK BUAHO Ha npumepe MaHaenblitama, LiseTaesoi

A Few Thoughts on the Translation of Russian Verse

From the viewpoint of those who don’t read Russian, our
literature appears as a kind of enchanted, magical city behind a
high wall (something like the Kremlin), where something goes on,
or takes place, but no one knows exactly what. Caravans and
wagons travel there laden with every good thing and dissolve in
this spellbound space as in a black hole. Actually, Russian
literature has felt the enormous influence of European and, in the
20" century, American belles-lettres. It was born resonating from
them, but has not acquired an answering resonance in the
spiritual life of the West, remaining an exclusively esoteric space.
Indeed, individually it has presented itself to the world (and in a
way deceived it) only twice, in the persons of Dostoevsky and
Tolstoy.

All other great and extremely original writers of the
Russian soil have thus remained a mystery to the average
Western writer and reader. Gogol, Leskov and Platonov are the
object of translators’ fruitless torments. S/he alone who knows
the Russian language to perfection understands what treasures of
mind and talent—constituting by themselves an enormous,
complete and unique world—remain hidden from foreigners. This
applies all the more to Russian poetry.

Baratynsky, Tiutchev, and even Pushkin, to a large extent,
are not appreciated and cannot be appreciated; more than that,
outside of Russian they are unknown. Often, the great poets of
the 20t century are known in the West thanks only to the tragic
circumstances of their lives—such, for example, is evidently the




n MNactepHaka. bpoackuii, nepeBoAMBLLMIA 4acTo cam ceba n
nepeBeAeHHbIV APYTMMM aIEKBAaTHO MMEHHO NMOTOMY, YTO,

byayum ceoeobpasHbiMm B Poccumn, oH He Obl/1 TaKOBbIM Ha 3anaje.

Ero noatmka — nepeBos, C aHI/IMICKOrO, M OH N1erKo NepeBoaAnM
0bpaTHO. B To Bpems Kak MaHaenblTam, Hanpumep, He NoxXox
HW Ha OHOrO COBPEMEHHMKA M HE BNMCbIBAETCA HW B KaKyHO
WKOY, U HECOMHEHHO, ABNAETCA BEPLIMHOM M CBOErO poaa
3aBepwmem MMpPOBOM N033UN. IMEHHO MOTOMY, YTO €ro A3bIK K
MblLUNEHNE A0BEAEHDI A0 HEMbICIMMOTO U HEODbLIYHOTO
COBEpLIEHCTBA OH MOYTM He NoadaeTca nepesoay. HeT 3anagHbIx
aHaNOMMM, HET MHCTPYMEHTapPMA, C MOMOLLbIO KOTOPbIX 3TO
COBEPLUEHCTBO MOXHO b6b1n10 Obl Nnepeaats. MaHAenblWTam, Kak u
LiBeTaeBa, Tem bonee, XnebHUKOB M [acTepHak He cTanu
CcOBbITMEM BHYTPEHHEN }KMU3HW 3aMafHblX YuTaTenen, byayun
TaKMM OTPOMHbIM CODBITUEM ANA BCAKOTO YMTAOLLETO PYCCKOrO.

C coBpemeHHOW No33unen nponsoLwna elle bonee
3arajo4Has Bellb. B To Bpemsa Kak B nocseBoeHHoM EBpone
BOLL@puACcA n nobeamn Bepanbp, B pycckom B CUy ABEHUIA
Pa3HbIX M HEOOBACHUMBIX (pPa3Be CABAHCKOM MeANTENbHOCTbIO)
3TOro He Npousowno. M Tenepb OHa ocTaeTcA eAMHCTBEHHOM
MY3blKa/IbHO OPraHM30BaHHOM MO331EN, XOTA U AaNEKOM OT
«Knaccmyeckmnx» o0bpasLoB. B cylHOCTH, NO33UA eCTb HE YTO
MHOE, KaK cCoYeTaHme MbICAN (4yBCTBA) M My3blkK. Byayun
paszeneHbl, 3T ABa KOMMOHEHTA NPUHAANEKAT APYTUM
MCKyCCTBaM, OZHa N033MA UCTUHHO COeANHAET UX.

CoBpemMeHHa#d pyccKaa No3a3ma ellle CoXpaHaeT
CUHTETUYHOCTb, NPUCYLLYIO 3TOM dopme MCKYCCTBa, OHa U
CNOBECHbIM TaHel, nepeaatowmin GunocodCKyto HanoAHEHHOCTb
WA 3K3aNbTaLMIO PESIUTMO3HOM AN MHOM NtobBU. Bepanbp xe

case with Mandelstam, Tsvetaeva, and Pasternak. Brodsky, who
often translated himself, is also adequately translated by others,
because though he was original in Russia, he was not so in the
West. His poetics consists of translation from the English, and
thus he is easily translated back. Whereas Mandelstam, for
example, resembles not one of his contemporaries, does not fit
into any school, and doubtlessly represents the summit and in his
own way the completion of world poetry. Precisely because his
language and thinking are taken to such inconceivable and
extraordinary perfection, he essentially does not give way to
translation. There are no Western analogs, no instruments by
means of which this perfection might be conveyed. Mandelstam,
along with Tsvetaeva and to a greater extent Khlebnikov and
Pasternak, have not become an event in the internal life of
Western readers, though they are such an event for every Russian
reader.

Something even more mysterious has taken place with
contemporary poetry. Whereas in postwar Europe free verse has
triumphed and come to rule, this has not occurred in Russian
poetry, by virtue of phenomena wide-ranging and inexplicable
(unless by Slavic sluggishness). And now it remains the only
musically organized poetry, though it is also far from “classical”
models. In essence, poetry is nothing other than the combination
of thoughts (feelings) and music. Divided, these two components
belong to other arts—poetry alone unites them truly.

Contemporary Russian poetry still retains the synthetic
quality characteristic of this form of art; it is indeed a verbal
dance which conveys the state of being philosophically filled or
the exaltation of religious or other love. Free verse, on the other




BCe Bo/ble CKATbIBAETCA K MEIOYHOM CNeRyNALMM, NPeBpPaLLanch
B M/I0XYHO NPO3Yy U CTPEMUTENIbHO TEPAA YNTATENbCKMI MHTEpEeC
(4TO BMAHO NO PE3KOMY NAAEHMUIO TUPAXKEN NOSTUYECKMX
cbopHMKOB B NocsieBoeHHOW EBpone n B AMepuke). 310
eCTeCTBEHHO, MOTOMY YTO OH CTAHOBMUTCA MPOCTO HUKOMY He
HY)KEH, TOrAa YK lydlle YnTaTb NPo3y.

Tem He MeHee, KaK 3TO HM NeYyasibHO, BO3MOXKHO 1 B
Poccun Npoun3onaeT TO e caMoe, HO NMOoKa 3Toro He BMAHO. B
CWAY 3TOM Pa3HOCTM AMana3oHa, Pa3HOro MOHMMAHMA CMbIC/A U
L,eNn N033MKM, COBPEMEHHAA PYCCKas NO33NA HE MMeET 3anaaHbliX
aHanorunn. Jlydwme 13 nepeBoa4MKOB, NbITAaACb COXPAaHUTb PUTM U
pasmep 1 pudmy 06paLLatoTCA K y»Ke OTKMBLIMM Ha 3anaae
dbopmam 1 B pe3ynbTaTe COBPEMEHHOE PYCCKOE CTUXOC/NOXKEHNE
NprobpeTeT HyKAYK eMy apXxanyHOCTb M yCTapenocTb ANA
3aMaZHOoro cnyxa.

Tak NONy4MNOCh, 4TO MOM CTUXM HEMANO NEPEBOANN Ha
MHOTUE A3bIKM, 0COOEHHO MHOTO Ha aHTIMNCKUM, HEMELIKII,
bpaHLy3CKNi, UTanbAHCKMN 1 cepbeKMii. Ha aHraninckom
BbIxoAmMNa KHKra “Paradise” (Bloodaxe Books, Newcastle, 1994) 8
OYeHb XOpoLleM (HACKOIbKO 3TO BO3MOXKHO B A@HHbIX
obcToATenbcTBax) nepesoae Maikna MonbHapa 1 KaTproHbI
Kennu. Mo3aHee amepuKaHLubl Tomac dnctaiH, Slopa Burrc,
Oxxerimc MaklaBpaH (Thomas Epstein, Laura Wiggs, James
McGavran) BHeC/a1 CBOIO enTy. Bce 3T nepeBobl, Kak Npasuio,
O4Y€eHb TOYHbI, NepeaatoT CMbIC/T CKa3aHHOTO M 4YacTo
PUTMUYECKYHO OCHOBY. He 1X BMHa, YTO pndma KaxkeTca rnyboko
apXanyHoOM COBpPeMEHHOMY YMTaATENO U CPa3y YHOCUT
nepesefeHHOE CTUXOTBOPEHME B MHOE BpeMEHHOE M3MEePEHMNE —
Ky4a-TO K CIOPTYKaM, KOTe/IKamM M NapoBOM MalwmnHe. MNpuyem, B

hand, slides more and more toward petty speculation, turning
into bad prose and swiftly losing readers’ interest (as shown by
the sharp decline in number of printings of poetry collections in
postwar Europe and America). This is natural, because it is
becoming simply useless, in which case it is better to read prose.

Nonetheless, sad as it may be, it is possible that the exact
same thing will happen in Russia, though it is not yet evident.
Because of this diversity of diapason and different understanding
of the sense and aim of poetry, contemporary Russian poetry
does not have any Western analogs. The best translators, in
attempting to preserve rhythm, meter and rhyme, turn to forms
already obsolete in the West, and as a result, to the Western ear
contemporary Russian versification acquires an archaic and
antiquated quality which is entirely alien to it.

As it turns out, much of my poetry has been translated,
and into many languages, especially English, German, French,
Italian and Serbian. In English, the collection Paradise (Bloodaxe
Books, Newcastle, 1994) has been released in a very good (insofar
as this is possible, under the given circumstances) translation by
Michael Molnar and Catriona Kelly. Later, the Americans Thomas
Epstein, Laura Wiggs, and James McGavran did their part. As a
rule, all these translations are very exact and convey the sense of
what is said, and often its rhythmical basis. It is not their fault that
rhyme seems deeply archaic to the contemporary reader and
immediately transports the translated poem to another temporal
dimension—somewhere towards frock coats, bowlers and the
steam engine. Still, in my poetry rhyme behaves very freely: now
it’s there, now it isn’t, now it’s exact and simple, now rare and
recherché. This, of course, is sensed by the reader, and says




MOMX CTUXax pudma BeaeT cebs ovyeHb CBOOOAHO — TO OHa eCTb,
TO HET, TO TOYHaA M NPOCTasn, TO peaKada M M3bICKaHHaA. ITo,
KOHEeYHO, OLLYyLAeTCA YNTaTenem 1 YTO-TO rOBOPUT emy. M3
nepeBoda OHa M3bATa KaK TaKOBas, 1 A HE OCy»KAato Tenepb 3a
3TO NepPeBOAYMKOB.

Koraa Bbllwaa NO-HEMELLKM KHUIa MOMX CTUXOTBOPEHWUI B
nepesoae AnekcaHapa Huubepra “Das Blumentier” (
Grupello,Dusseldorf.1999), meHsa nopasuna pabota sTOro
OBYA3bIYHOrO BMPTYy03a. OH COXpaHWA BCE — TOYHOCTb CMbICAA,
My3bIKY, pudmbl! Hnubepr nponssen AencTBMe, NOXOXKee Ha
BbIBOPAYMBAHME NEpPYATKM HAaM3HAHKY, BCe Kak ByaTo TO e
camoe. Ho pyKu ana 3Ton nepyaTku KMBOW yrKe He Oblno.
MoaTomy NepBoHa4abHas MOs PaaoCTb bblna He 0o, BCKOpe
A MOHANA, YTO HEMELLKMI YMTaTeNb He BOCMPUHUMAET 3Ty NO33MI0
KaK COBpeMEeHHY0, HE MOHMMAET, He OT/IMYAET, YTO B Hel
apxau3mbl, @ YTO — HOBATOPCTBO. YBbI! 3aT0 HMLbEepr
repomyeckn AoKasas, YTo 3TOT NyTb HEBO3MOMKEH W YTO NPaBbl
aHIN10A3blYHbIE (M HE TO/IbKO TaKOBbIE) MEePEeBOAUYNKMY,
nepegatolime, B OCHOBHOM, CMbICA.

MpW3HatOCh, YTO A HE OYeHb NOBI0 YMTATb CBOM CTUXM B
nepeBoage — 3TO BCe PaBHO, YTO BCTPETUTb CBOEro pebeHKa B
nputoTe. Mo3TOMy AaxKe NPUATHEE, CNOKOMHEe BUAETH MX,
Ha4YepTaHHbIMM C MOMOLBIO MepornndoB UM Ha nepuTe. XoTs,
OYyMato NPUHUMN NepeBoaa U Tam COXpaHAeTca — To ecTb
nepefaeTcs TONbKO CMbICA, coaeprKaHue. Koraa e A NoHnmato
TEKCT Ha Yy)XXOM fi3blKe, TO, KPOME IerKOro pa3apaKeHuns, MHoraa
3TO BbI3bIBaET YyAbIOKY. [pnBeay npumep. B moelt nosme «YHepHas
Macxa» HeABHO UMTUPYETCA CTPOKA M3 NyLWKMHCKOro«MeaHoro
BCaAHMKa». ABTOp, obpauanck K MNetepbypry, nponsHocuT: «M

something to him/her. As such it is removed from translations,
and for this | no longer condemn translators.

When a book of my poems was released in German in the
translation of Alexander Nizberg—Das Blumentier (Grupello,
Dusseldorf, 1999)—I was struck by the work of this bilingual
virtuoso. He preserved absolutely everything: exactness of sense,
music, and rhyme! Nizberg accomplished something akin to
turning a glove inside out, all the while maintaining the
appearance that nothing had changed. But there was no hand left
to fit into this living glove. For this reason my initial joy did not
last long, and soon | realized that the German reader would not
perceive this poetry as modern, would not understand or
distinguish that although there are archaisms in it, this is an
innovation. Alas! But then, on the other hand, Nizberg has
heroically proven that this path is impossible, and that the
Anglophone translators (along with others) are right in
reproducing the basic sense.

| confess that | don’t much like to read my poetry in
translation—it’s like meeting one’s own child in an orphan-
asylum. For this reason it is more pleasant and peaceful even to
see it inscribed in hieroglyphs or in Hebrew. However, | think
even there the principle of translation is preserved—that is to
say, only the sense and content are conveyed. When, on the
other hand, | understand the foreign-language text, despite a
feeling of slight irritation, it sometimes makes me smile. I'll give
an example. In my long poem “Black Easter,” a line from Pushkin’s
The Bronze Horseman is indirectly quoted. The author,
addressing Petersburg, pronounces: “And you were smothered
by an infanticide—/ A purple-clad widow...” [«/ 3acnana Tebs




3acnana tebs, aetoybuitua// MopdupoHocHan BaoBa...»( Y
MywknHa «M nepen mnagueto ctonnuein// Momepkna ctapas
Mocksa,// Kak nepea HoBoto LapuLel //TNopdrpoHocHas
BAOBa»). To ecTb, B 060ux cnydasx, Mocka=lNopdupoHocHan
BAOBA, T.e. BAOBA, oAeTas B nopdupy (barpaHuLy), Lapckoe
nnatbe 6arpAHOro weska. NepesoavmK-aHIIMYaHMH, Y KOTOPOTO,
B OT/IMYME OT 1t0OOro PYCCKOro LWKOAbHMKA, 3TO BbipaskeHne He
HaBA3/10 B 3ybax, noHAN «nopdmnpoHocHas» Kak «porphyre-nosed
widow», T.e. BAOBa C rPaHUTHbIM HOCOM, rpaHUTOHOCHaA MoOCKBa,
YTO EC/IM UMEET KaKOM-TO CMbIC/1, TO He TOT, KOTOPbI A MMena B
BUAY.

ToT ke (Bnpoyem, o4eHb XOpOoLLIUI NepeBoaAYMK) nepeaan
nackosoe obpatleHue K ConHuy B moel noame «Tpyapl U AHM
MOHaxXMHW JTaBnHUN»: «/leBee, CONHbIWKO, CKOTUHKA!» Kak
«Furter left, sun, you little bitch!». Takon rpyboct no
OTHOLLEHMIO K CBETUAY A HE UMeNa B BMAY.

VIHoraa Heaopa3yMeHUst BO3SHWKAKOT MPOCTO NMOTOMY, YTO
peaniMm pasHble, HEKOTOPbIX BELLEN MPOCTO HE CYLLECTBYET B
OPYrux cTpaHax. Tak, B CTUXOTBOPEHUN «INerma Ha
PEHTIeHOBCKMI CHUMOK MOEro Yepena» B KOHLLE BbICKa3blBaeTCA
COKasIeHNE O TOM, YTO Yepen He BEPHETCA K XKU3HWU, YTO ero
«CTapPbIM HEXHbIM TBOPOTOM» HE HaMOIHAT CHOBaA. Vimenca B
BMAY MO3T - KaKk befiaa 1 HexHana cybcTaHumsa. B nepeBoae Ha
NONbCKMI MOSTYYMIICA KCbIP», YTO, ECTECTBEHHO, POMXKAAET COBCEM
apyro obpas 1 owyuieHme. MNo- aHraninckn Maiikn MonbHap
nepesen Kak “old soft curd”. MpocTto B Monblue He roTOBAT
«TBOPOra», a B AHI/IMKM OH eCTb.

Ho aTo Bce menioun. Nlopasao 6onbliee coxaneHune
BbI3bIBAOT HE HETOYHOCTU Y MEJIKME UCKAXKEHMA, @ TO, YTO NpPMU

netoybuitua—// NopdupoHocHas BAoBa. . .»]. Pushkin has “And
before the younger capital/ Old Moscow dimmed/ Like before the
new Tsarina/ A purple-clad widow” [«V nepea mnaaLueto
ctonnuein// NMomepkna cTapas MockBa,// Kak nepes HOBO
uapuuein// MNopdupoHocHasa BaoBa»]. That is to say, in both cases,
Moscow = a purple-clad widow, i.e. a widow clothed in purple
(mantle), the tsar’s dress of crimson silk. An English translator
who, in distinction from every Russian schoolboy, was not familiar
ad nauseum with this expression, understood “purple-clad”
[nopdupoHocHas] as “porphyre-nosed widow,” i.e. a widow with
a granite nose, granite-nosed Moscow, which, if it has any
meaning at all, is not what | had in mind.

The same person (as it happens, a very good translator)
conveyed an affectionate apostrophe to the sun in my long poem
The Works and Days of the Nun Lavinia—«/1esee, CONHbIWKO,
CKOTUHKal»—as “Further left, sun, you little bitch!” | did not have
in mind such rudeness in relation to the luminary body.

Sometimes misunderstandings arise simply because realia
vary, and certain things just do not exist in other countries. Thus,
in the poem “Elegy on an X-Ray Image of My Skull,” in the end a
regret is expressed that the skull will never return to life, that it
will not be filled anew with “old tender curd” [«cTapbim HEXHbIM
TBOpOorom»]. The reference is to the brain as a poor and tender
substance. In Polish translation, it ended up as “cheese,” which
naturally evokes a completely different image and sensation. In
English, Michael Molnar translated it as “old soft curd.” It’s just
that tvorog isn’t made in Poland, but in England it is.

But these are all trifles. Far greater regret is summoned
not by inaccuracies and petty distortions, but by the fact that the




nepeBoje TepaeTcs aHepreTMyeckasn LEeHHOCTb CTUXOTBOPEHMA.
CTpena mMbiCan, INWEHHAA ONePeHMA My3blK1 U PUTMA,
H6eccMnbHO NagaeT Ha 3eM1t0, M NMOC/aHMe OCTaeTcA
HEeNnpo4YMTaHHbIM B MOIHOM Mepe. Xab, YTO «NoYToBasA AoWaab
NPOCBeLLEeHNA», KaK, No cnoBy MMyl KMHa, Ha3bIBatOT
nepeBoAYMKOB, NPUHUMAET NOPON U3 pyK aBTOpa 604Ky BUHA, a
NpuBO3MT BoAy. HO YTO Noaenaelb, CKOPeK BCEro, 3TO
obueKkyNbTypHasa beaa M KacaeTca He TONbKO NepeBOA0OB PYCCKOM
noa3suun. OctaeTca HafenTbCA, YTo rNobannsaums B CBOEM
HEeYKIOHHOM Pa3BUTUM NOPOANUT NPMOOP, MO3BONALLMI YENOBEKY
HaAeTb Ha ro0BY YTO-HUOYAb BPOAE HAYLIHMKOB M CPasy
YCAbILIATL PYCCKOE CTUXOTBOPEHME M BKAOYMTLCA MPU 3TOM B
none TpaanumMm, accoumaumin KyabTYPHbIX U UCTOPUYECKMX. A
MOKa A OCTaloCb OYEHb NPU3HATE/IbHA BCEM, YECTHO NepeaatoLMm
XOTA 6bl CMbIC/T MOUX CTUXOTBOPEHUIA.

energetic value of a poem is lost in translation. The idea’s arrow
falls powerlessly to earth without the feathering of music and
rhythm, and the message remains unread in full measure. It is a
pity that the “postal horse of enlightenment” [«noyToBasa nowaap
npocBeleHmnar], as Pushkin called translators, from time to time
takes from the author’s hands a cask of wine, and brings back
water. But what can you do, most likely it is a widespread socio-
cultural misfortune, concerning more than the translation of
Russian poetry. There remains the hope that globalization in its
steady development will beget a device which allows a person to
don something like headphones, and all at once hear a Russian
poem while at the same time being included in the field of
traditions and cultural-historical associations. But in the
meantime | remain very grateful to all who honestly transmit at
least the sense of my poems.




